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the ‘‘People’s Budget’’ here: 
http://bit.ly/peoples-budget. 

Our government should serve all of its citi-
zens. By bolstering the social safety net for 
those who most need it and prioritizing 
measures that reduce the growing inequality 
in our nation, The People’s Budget does just 
that, and it deserves the support of Congress. 
We urge you to vote for it when it comes to 
the House Floor. 

Thank you for your consideration. 
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A TRIBUTE TO LINDSAY MOSER 

HON. DAVID YOUNG 
OF IOWA 

IN THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES 

Thursday, March 26, 2015 

Mr. YOUNG of Iowa. Mr. Speaker, I rise 
today to congratulate and recognize Lindsay 
Moser for being named a 2015 Forty Under 40 
honoree by the award-winning central Iowa 
publication, Business Record. 

Since 2000, Business Record has under-
taken an exhaustive annual review to identify 
a standout group of young leaders in the 
Greater Des Moines Area that are making an 
impact in their communities and their careers. 
Each year, forty up-and-coming community 
and business leaders under 40 years of age 
are selected for this prestigious honor based 
on a combined criteria of community involve-
ment and success in their chosen career field. 
The 2015 class of Forty Under 40 honorees 
will join an impressive roster of 560 business 
leaders and growing. 

Lindsay has the determination and drive to 
be successful in all that she does, and her ex-
emplary work with Principal Financial Group 
Inc. is a testament to that. As the Campus and 
Diversity & Inclusion Manager for Principal Fi-
nancial Group, Lindsay is passionate about 
going the extra mile. Lindsay’s outstanding 
work ethic and dedication to service, both pro-
fessionally and personally, makes our state 
proud. 

Mr. Speaker, it is a profound honor to rep-
resent leaders like Lindsay in the United 
States Congress and it is with great pride that 
I recognize and applaud her for utilizing her 
talents to better both her community and the 
great State of Iowa. I invite my colleagues in 
the House to join me in congratulating Lindsay 
on receiving this esteemed designation, thank-
ing those at Business Record for their great 
work, and wishing each member of the 2015 
Forty Under 40 class a long and successful 
career. 
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REMEMBERING ANDREW J. 
PARISE, MAYOR OF THE VIL-
LAGE OF CEDARHURST, NY 

HON. KATHLEEN M. RICE 
OF NEW YORK 

IN THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES 

Thursday, March 26, 2015 

Miss RICE of New York. Mr. Speaker, I rise 
today in honor of Mr. Andrew Parise, the long-
time mayor of the Village of Cedarhurst who 
passed away last month at the age of 90. A 
decorated veteran of World War II, Mayor 
Parise fought in the Battle of the Bulge and 
personally bore witness to the atrocities of the 
Holocaust when his division liberated the Bu-

chenwald Concentration Camp. After the war, 
Mayor Parise returned home and spent 60 
years as a decorated public servant, fully de-
voted to his neighbors and his community. 

I wish to share the following essay by Rabbi 
Mordechai Kamenetzky, remembering Mayor 
Parise as a man who led by example, who 
welcomed human beings of all religions, races 
and ethnicities and created a spirit of equality 
and inclusiveness in the Cedarhurst commu-
nity that will live on long after his passing. 

[From AMI Magazine, Feb. 18, 2015] 
A MAYOR TO REMEMBER 

(By Rabbi Mordechai Kamenetzky) 
I went back to the shtetl last week. You 

know, like the fellows who go back to Hun-
gary or Poland 50 years after the war, the 
ones who left when they were little kids. 
When they get there, though, it’s a different 
shtetl. 

Of course, some of their old neighbors are 
still there. You know, the Januariuszes and 
the Stanislaws in Poland and the Andrashes 
and Ferkos in Hungary. There they are mill-
ing around, looking at you with a mixture of 
disdain and curiosity, and you’re not exactly 
sure what you’re doing there either. 

Still, there’s something that always draws 
a person back to his beginnings. What is it? 
Maybe it’s a longing for ‘‘your land, your 
birthplace and the house of your father’’ 
that even pogroms, concentration camps and 
ruthless natives can’t repress. 

You are wondering, I am sure, where I 
went. No, it was not the little village of 
Tzitivyan in Lithuania, nor was it Dolhinov, 
Minsk or even Ostrov. 

I went back to the world in which I was 
born and raised, before it was transformed 
into a vastly different universe. A remnant 
of that world was compressed and trans-
planted into a funeral home in Lynbrook, 
Long Island, where my father and I went to 
pay our respects to the old neighborhood and 
its colorful characters. 

Andrew Parise, our backyard neighbor for 
58 years, and the mayor of the Village of 
Cedarhurst since 1995, passed away last 
week. At a time when Jews were a minority 
in Woodmere and Cedarhurst—and Orthodox 
Jews almost nonexistent—Mayor Parise 
opened his arms and embraced us warmly. 

Mr. Parise was loved and revered by every-
one. Possibly the oldest active mayor in the 
United States, he commanded respect; in-
deed, no one ever referred to him as anything 
other than ‘‘the mayor,’’ It was, lehavdil, al-
most like ‘‘the rosh yeshivah.’’ 

It’s hard for city folks to relate to a mayor 
who rode around in an older Lincoln Town 
Car with a license plate reading 
‘‘CEDMAYOR,’’ stopping to kibbitz with the 
locals, and offering rides to people when it 
rained. He implored my father and me to cut 
through his backyard to shorten our Shabbos 
walk to shul, and worked diligently on solv-
ing zoning problems for the myriad 
shtiebelach popping up on village street cor-
ners. 

It was gentiles like Andy Parise who facili-
tated the harmonious transformation of 
Cedarhurst, a very secular town that, along 
with four other similar villages, burgeoned 
into the Orthodox community known as the 
Five Towns. 

My trip to the funeral home in Lynbrook 
was a trip back in time, as I met so many 
players of the original five shtetlach there, 
people whose influence and presence were so 
prominent when I was a kid. 

Of course, joining me in the room was my 
father and an Avi, an Asher and an Ari, 
much younger than I and strangers to the 
past to which I’d come to pay my respects. 
Still, for the most part it was the universe of 

the pre-frum Five Towns, when the Nickys, 
Jimmys, Tonys, Joeys and Jesses dominated. 
If I closed my eyes I could almost hear my 
father pleading and cajoling to get the gar-
bage picked up, the zoning approved or the 
unions to back off. 

In those days, the Italians ran the town. 
Orthodox Jews were an anomaly; a yarmulke 
was such a strange sight on Central Avenue 
that I remember distinctly tugging on my 
mother’s sleeve whenever I saw another one 
and shouting, ‘‘Look, Ma! He’s wearing a 
yarmulke!’’ 

As I made my way up to the front of the 
room in search of the Parise children I was 
stopped by Nick Fabrizio. When I was a kid 
he was a bus driver; now he owns the bus 
company. It was one of the largest inde-
pendent bus companies in our area. While he 
still comes into the business every day he 
has passed most of the reins—or the wheels— 
over to his son Michael. ‘‘Hey! Rabbi!’’ he 
called out. ‘‘How’s your pop? I remember 
how he used to call me at five o’clock in the 
morning on snow days, pleading with me to 
pick up the kids even though the public 
schools were closed!’’ He was interrupted by 
Nicky DeSibio, whose father, affectionately 
known as Uncle Pete, used to be a big Repub-
lican politician. 

‘‘What a loss,’’ he said, shaking his head. 
‘‘Were you aware that I did all the zoning 
work for you guys when your father had all 
these problems with the yeshivah back in 
the day?’’ Then he spotted my elderly father 
and hugged him. ‘‘Rabbi! I was just telling 
your son . . .’’ 

He was relating some of his ‘‘war stories’’ 
when a voice rang out as if we were standing 
at a wedding. ‘‘Hey! It’s Mutty!’’ Yes, that 
was my sobriquet well before my hair turned 
gray. ‘‘I’ve never forgotten you! How’s your 
dad? How’s Tzqueaky?’’ pronouncing my 
brother Zvi’s name the exact same way all 
the kids, as well as Mr. Shave, our Irish ten-
ant, used to. It was David Parise, the young-
est of Andy’s three kids, as enthusiastic and 
warm as always. 

I could remember myself as a seven-year- 
old kid with a large yarmulke, watching the 
older fellows, Parise, Ferguson, Collins and 
Newman, playing stickball. They always let 
me play with them and never made fun of my 
head covering or my religion. And I can’t re-
member a negative remark against Leroy 
Collins, the first and only black kid in the 
neighborhood. I even joined them on some of 
their mischievous adventures at the 
Cedarhurst railroad station, which by to-
day’s standards are rather innocuous, but I 
would still rather not mention. 

David was peppering me with questions 
and I was asking him if he knew whatever 
happened to the rest of the gang. All of a 
sudden my mind was in a 50-year-old place, 
filled with Farinas, Lanzilottas and 
DiLorenzos. As the names came swirling 
back at me I wondered: Why hadn’t I experi-
enced all the anti-Semitism I’d heard so 
much about? 

Then my eyes glanced at the mayor, lying 
in repose in a half-opened coffin, next to the 
myriad medals he’d received fighting the 
Nazis and liberating Buchenwald, including a 
Purple Heart. I thought about the tone he’d 
set for his family and for all of his friends. 

When asked, he was proud to talk about 
his experiences. ‘‘When we got to Buchen-
wald, there were no live people left; maybe a 
few. Mostly there were large pits filled with 
skeletons. General Eisenhower wanted us to 
go into the concentration camps so we could 
be witnesses to Hitler’s atrocities.’’ 

I thought of the early years, when he’d em-
braced my father’s presence and vision for 
the town. I thought of all the times my fa-
ther went to him to take care of a ‘‘prob-
lem.’’ 
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